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Chapter One 


| pulled my big, loud, clunker of a van into the driveway of a small A-frame cabin, checking the address again 
Yep, this had to be the place. The house number matched: 62613 Elk Trail, Enumclaw. | crumpled up the scrap 
of paper holding the address and tossed it toward the random pile of trash on the floorboard on the passenger 
side. It started to flurry when | left Seattle. The van barely made it up into the foothills of Mount Rainier 
when the road started to get covered with snow. | had three bald tires and questionable brakes. The old girl 
barely made it. | coaxed her and outright threatened her. But here we were, and here she would sit all 


weekend. And beyond if we got a lot of snow. 


The key was exactly where Cornell said it would be: under the firewood bin on the front porch. After | let 
myself in, | brought some wood inside and started a fire in the river stone fireplace. Next, | brought in the 
case of beer and bag of groceries from the van. Chris only rule was that you had to bring your vice of 
choice and some food. Fair. | brought a case of good, ol! Rainier beer. Hopefully, someone else would bring the 


weed, 


| left my skis on the porch, put the beer and groceries (five TV dinners and a bag of Cool Ranch Doritos) 
away, then sat in front of the fire. This cabin was kind of small and boring when nobody else was here yet. 


The snow outside was picking up. There had to be four or five inches on the ground And | haven't seen a plow 
truck go by since lve been here. If | ended up being stranded here by myself, | was gonna flip out. When the 
telephone started to ring, | jumped and had to search for the damn thing. | found it on the wall next to the 
fridge. | picked up and answered with a "Yo" 

"Who's this?" some guy asked 

"Who's this?" | countered 

"ts Chris. 

"Oh, hey. IFs Jer’ 

"Jerry. Okay. Who else is there?" 

"No one. Just me. Where are you?" 

"Still at home. Can't get out of the city’ 

"Oh. That sucks. | must have left just in time.” 

"Yeah. Yeah, dude. They're calling for like six inches here. There's already two or three” 

"There's a lot out here, too. 

"They say the mountain's gonna get a lot more. lm afraid you guys will be stuck" 

"If anybody else shows up" | was starting to worry. 

"Eddie's here with me. | think Sean and Jeff backed out, so .. 

"So what?" | didn't like the way he got so quiet 

"So, um, that just leaves „um .." 

"Who?" | demanded. 

The door opened and in he stepped. “Fuck! It's a mess out there” 


"Stone," Chris said through the phone. 


"Yeah. | see that." 


"You?" Stone grumbled. "I saw the van. | hoped it was Layne." 

"Nope, its me." Back to Chris. "I can't believe you did this. Dick" 

"Play nice." 

"Who's on the phone?" 

"Cornell." 

"Let me talk to him." Stone started toward me. 

| hung the phone up. It was worth it just to see the shocked look on Stone's face. 
"What the fuck?" 

"Oh. Sorry." | brushed past him and took up my spot in front of the fire again 
"Where was he?" 

"Home" 

"Where's everyone else?" 

"Hiding. Let me go tell them to come out now." 

He glared at me. 

"They're not coming because of the snow." 

"Well, this is fucking great. I'm going home." 

"Good luck" 


Stone left. Two minutes later, | heard the unmistakable sound of rubber spinning in the snow. He came back in 


and huffed and stomped around a lot. "Help me." 
"No." 
"Jerry! Fucking help me dig the car out” 


"Um no?" 


He growled at me. Literally growled. And back outside, he went. 

| got up and went to the window and watched Stone trying to shovel snow from around the front tires. He got 
in the car and tried to back out of the driveway. The wheels just spun, throwing up snow and getting stuck 
even deeper. He was out there for twenty minutes, shoveling and spinning. 

He gave up and came inside, this time with a duffel bag and some food. 

"Decided to stay after all, huh?" | grinned. "I understand." 

Its not by fucking choice." 


"Sure, sure.” 


Stone took his boots and coat off and started toward the ladder that lead up to the loft where the two beds 


where. 

"I took the big bed. You can have the small one. Unless you want to share mine. Again" 

"Yeah, right," he muttered. 

When he came back down, | offered him a beer which he glared at and then ignored. 

"Fine." | shrugged. 

Stone took a can from the fridge. 

"Okay, then" | sat down on the couch. "What kinda food you bring?" 

"Nothing for you." 

"Good. | didn't bring any beer for you. Put it back." 

"No." He opened the can and gulped it down, following with a loud burp. Stone remained standing at the kitchen 
counter while | poked at the fire. "This is not how | pictured this weekend going. Chris didn't even tell me he 
invited you." 

| smirked. "Didn't tell me about you, either." 


"Figures. | wouldn't have come." 


"Sounds like every night we were together.’ 


Stone glared at me again. "Fuck off" 

| snickered to myself. 

He took another can of beer. 

"Hey! Slow the fuck down or you better share some of that weed | know you brought." 

"Fuck off," he told me again, giving me a look before climbing the ladder and disappearing upstairs. 


It was like time stood still inside that cabin. No TV to pass time, no one to talk to. | had to ration the beer, 
especially if | was going to have to spend the next day or two stuck in this cabin with Stone, of all people. | 
thought about taking a hot shower, maybe beating off just to cure the boredom. Being stuck here with him 


was not an ideal situation but I'll be damned if | was gonna bitch and moan about it like he was. 


| found clean towels in a closet near the bathroom and then started the shower. The water pressure sucked 
but it got good and hot. | leaned against the shower wall and closed my eyes. Of course, the first image that 
came to mind was Stone. We fooled around in his parent's attic a couple of times. Once, | got him naked and oh, 
so hard. He was panting like a dog, so eager for me to get him off. Or at least it seemed like it at the time. 
Until | opened my mouth and told him | wanted to wreck his hot, little pussy. Then he scrambled to push me 
away and cover up. | still don't know what that was all about. Things well, lets just say Stone and | didn't last 
long after that. But he had -has- such a beautiful body. A beautiful face that | really enjoyed looking at. Soft, 
thick hair that felt so nice between my fingers. And the way his skin glowed and felt so smooth ..god, | wanted 
to run my tongue over every square inch of his flesh. Once, | had him in my mouth and oh god, the noises he 
made. His cock was perfect, just the right length for sucking. | wanted to swallow it down. But he put the 
brakes on and pushed me away then, too. Not before | was able to tease his ass. His body responded to every 
touch. But when his mind kicked in, Stone locked me out. | imagined what it would have been like. How | would 
have spent hours playing with him, getting him so ready to take my cock. Just as | entered him in my dirty, 
little fantasy, | shot my load against the tiles. It probably would have been like that in real life, too. | wouldn't 


have lasted long at all. Because it was him. It was Stoney. 


Climbing the ladder with a towel around your waist is kind of difficult. But worth it when | stood in front of 
him and dropped it. Oh, he pretended to be reading some stupid book but | know he looked at me when my back 
was turned. 


"So, you want to get lit and fool around?" | grinned as | pulled on a pair of shorts. 


"Sure," he replied. "But not with you." 


Chapter Two 


Was | expected to believe that? Not with me. Sure, it's been a couple of months since | saw him last, but when 
| did see him, he was on the verge of begging me for it. | settled back on the bed, facing him and spreading my 
legs. With pillows propped up behind my head, | watched Stone. His brow knotted as he continued to focus on 
his book. | moved one hand to rest on my thigh. His eyes darted to me and back to his book. 

"Do you have to be up there, too?" 

"Nothing else to do." 

"God, you're fucking annoying.’ 

"l'm just laying here." 

"Go lay on the couch." 

"Nah." 

"Fine. | will" He started to get up. 

"Jesus. Always fucking running away. What the hell is wrong with you, Stone?" 

"Nothing's wrong with me. You're just repulsive." 

| laughed. "Repulsive? Wow. That's a new one. I've never been called repulsive before." 

‘Not to your face, maybe." 

| laughed even harder. This kid was a trip. "Maybe it's not actually me you find repulsive." 

"Pretty sure it is." 


"Maybe you're repulsed by how you feel about me." 


"Don't flatter yourself. Repulsed is how | feel about you." His eyes watched my hand move to adjust my dick. 
Stone flinched as if reacting to a terrible thought and then hurried down the ladder. 


"Hey! Slow down. Don't fall. I'll have to play doctor with you." 


He growled again. | chuckled. | was beginning to enjoy that growl of his. 


| heard the fridge open so | yelled, "I told you to leave my fucking beer alone, Gossard!" 

"Fuck you," came his reply. 

"You had your chance." 

The next thing | heard was the sound of the car's tab top being cracked open. Stone was going to push me into 
snapping on him. While teasing him was enjoyable, | could feel my blood pressure rising out of the sheer 
frustration | felt over him. | rolled onto my side and pulled the blankets up around me. A nap was a good way 
to pass the time around here. 

It was dark when | woke up and for a minute, I'd forgotten where | was. There was a sensation of peacefulness, 
one | didn't experience very often at the Music Bank. | felt cozy and warm and happy. Then it came back to me 
and | sighed, remembering the snow storm and Stone. My nose registered a distinctly herbal scent wafting up 


from downstairs. | pulled a hoodie on and climbed down the ladder. 


Stone was on the couch with his knees bent and his heels propped against the edge of the coffee table. His pipe 
and lighter sat on the table. He had his book in one hand and my bag of Doritos in his lap. 


"What the fuck?" 

"Got the munchies," he mumbled without even looking up. 

| sat down next to him and took the bag. "Eat your own fucking food" 
"| didn't bring chips." 

"| don't fucking care!" 

He glanced at my lap. "Put some pants on" 

"Why? Nothing you ain't seen before." | grinned. "Why don't you take yours off?" 
"ll pass." 

"Where's your stash?" | reached for his pipe. 

"All gone." 

"Bullshit." 


Stone leaned away from me and with a sigh, he pulled a baggie from his pocket. 


After | packed the bowl and took a hit, he held his hand out, asking for the pipe. 
It's really too bad," | murmured, staring into the fire. 
"What's too bad?" 


Slouching down in the couch, | stretched my bare legs across the coffee table. "| mean ..this would be perfect 


if we .. Almost seems wasted now." 

"Wasted?" 

"Yeah, Like a wasted opportunity" | quickly glanced at him with a little smirk 
"Maybe," he replied "For two people who actually like each other" 


"Yeah. And we don't." 
"Definitely not." 


| could tell from his voice that he had turned his head was looking at me. The pot had made it so that his 


brain wasn't kicking in this time. | looked at him. He leaned a little closer. 
"Don't do this if you don't mean it," | whispered my warning. 


His expression changed to one of surprise, shame even, and he moved away. 


"That's what | thought" | stood up and went into the kitchen. This time, | waited until Stone couldn't see me to 
adjust myself. Forget him, | thought. Even the plan to annoy him all weekend lost its appeal. I'd just have to do 
my best to ignore him and get through these next two days. 


In the fridge, there were twenty cans of beer left, along with a bottle of Coke, a loaf of bread, a jar of grape 
jelly, and some bacon and eggs. | noticed a jar of peanut butter and a package of chocolate chip cookies on the 
counter. Well, clearly Stone was the better food shopper of the two of us. But | left his food alone for now. I'd 
get him back for his beer and chip thievery but not right now. | put one of my TV dinners in the oven. 


Standing at the counter, waiting for my food to cook, | watched Stone in the other room. It would be so much 
easier to get through this weekend if we could just figure out where things went wrong. | liked him, even 
though that was hard to admit right now. And | was fairly sure he liked me, too. His ‘repulsive’ thing was an 
excuse to hide something. But what? The other half of my brain piped up again, reminding me that | said | was 
going to forget about Stone. 


To distract myself, | started opening the cupboards and drawers. | found some cans of food: tuna fish, beans, 
and ravioli. With a smirk, | took a can of beans and glanced at Stone. In a drawer, | found a can opener and a 


deck of cards. | set the cards aside and opened the beans, using a spoon to eat them directly from the can 
Stone looked at me and then did a double take. "Ugh. What the hell is that?" 

"Beans." 

He wrinkled his nose. 

"Oh, | know. A can of beans and some beer. Things are gonna get really repulsive up in here." 

"Fucking gross." 

| opened the last cupboard and yelled in surprise, "Yes! Oh, fuck yeah, Cornell. Thank you!" 


The liquor cabinet. He was holding out on me. Should have told me about this on the phone. A half-full bottle of 
Stoli, an unopened bottle of Jack, and a fifth of Jose Cuervo. 


"What?" Stone put his book down and moved his feet to the floor, but didn't get up. 


| took out the bottle of Jack Daniels and showed him. "Let me make you a Jack and Coke, Stoney.” | watched 
him think it over. 


Finally, he grinned. "He owes us that much for getting us stuck here." 
"Damn right, he does!" 


After | brought two glasses of Jack and Coke to the coffee table, | brought over my TV dinner and the deck 


of cards. "In case my repulsiveness wears off, maybe we can play cards." 


Stone was a bit playful in his disinterest. He shrugged and said, "Maybe." 


Chapter Three 


Two Jack and Cokes and a couple of shots of Stoli later, | knew Stone was lit. There was a little light in his 
eyes. | was lit, too. | was feeling good. Happy. Warm and cozy there, with him. | picked up the deck of cards. 


"Poker?" 

"Poker's no fun with just two people." 

"Okay. Go fish?" 

He laughed and shook his head. 

"Poker, then. We'll make it fun" 

"How?" 

"Strip poker." 

"| am not playing strip poker with you." But he giggled when he said it. 
"Come on, Stoney." | gave him my adorable puppy-dog pout. 

Stone rolled his eyes. "Fine. But I'm not taking my shorts off." 

"Okay." 

"Make me another drink first." He drained his glass in one gulp and then pushed it into my hand. 
"You want something to eat, too?" 

"Your precious chips?" 

"| guess." 


| brought back two more drinks for us, along with my Doritos and his cookies. Stone quickly snatched them 


from me. 
"No fair! You ate half this bag. | get some cookies." 


"Fine, crybaby." 


He drank while | shuffled the cards. 
"Best hand gets to pick what the loser takes off" 

"That's now hot strip poker works. 

"| know. That's my rule. 

"Hts a stupid rule. All you have on is your shorts and a sweatshirt? 
"And socks” 

Stone rolled his eyes again and took another drink. | dealt the cards 


Picking them up, one by one, | had a three of clubs, a three of spades, the ace of hearts, a queen of clubs, 


and a ten of hearts. 


Stone discarded three cards. | gave him three new ones and watched his face. He was in deep concentration, 


but | wondered if he was bluffing. 


| discarded three as well. My new cards were a four of spades, a ten of clubs, and a three of hearts. | had a 


full house. And | was gonna get Stone out of his shirt 

"What do you got?" | asked with a grin 

He laid the cards down on the coffee table. "Three of a kind” 

"Oh, that's pretty good," | smirked as | put my cards down. "But not good enough: 

He looked at them, leaned over to look closer. "Fuck" 

"Take your shirt off" 

| admit the way he glared at me even though he did it kind of turned me on 

On the next hand, his pair of kings beat my pair of sevens. "Sweatshirt," was all he said 


We played and drank until | was down to one sock and he sat there in only his shorts. Stone declared the game 
over. | didn't care. Sure, | would have liked to get him naked, but this was a great start. 


"You're so fucking beautiful," | gushed. 


"You're so fucking drunk," he giggled. 


"Not that drunk" | moved closer to him and touched his hair, pushing it behind his ear. 

Stone moved away. "Me, neither." 

"What is it? What did | do to make you hate me so much, Stone?" 

"| don't hate you. Jesus." 

"You fucking act like it" 

"Well, you fucking act like .." He shook his head and turned away. 

"What?" 

"Forget it" 

"Tell me. What do | act like?" 

‘Nothing. I'm going to bed." 

"Stone, wait." | reached for his arm when he stood up. 

"Let me go." 

"Talk to me." 

"| don't want to." 

"Please," | begged. | meant it. Suddenly, | wasn't mad at him. | wasn't upset that | was trapped in this cabin with 
him. | was just sad. Sad that he didn't want anything to do with me. Sad that the twinkle in his eye from earlier 
was gone. Sad that | didn't know how to reach him. 

"Jerry, let me go." 

He climbed the ladder up the bedroom. | fell asleep on the couch. 


It was dark in the cabin when | awoke. The fire had burned down to embers. After | build it back up, | picked up 


the snack bags and glasses and then went upstairs. 


Stone was asleep in his bed. | could just make out his face and his hair against the white pillow. He really was 
gorgeous. The most beautiful man I'd ever seen How | longed to climb under the covers with him and hold him 


in my arms. Maybe .maybe to him, | really was repulsive. 


| got into my own bed and turned on my side, curling up and pulling the covers over my head. The sadness 
overwhelmed me and tears began to sting my eyes and slide over my nose and down the side of my face. | 
wanted to be angry with him for making me feel this way. For rejecting me, for not wanting me, for making me 
want him. But | couldn't. | couldn't be mad. | was tired of being mad at him. | just wanted to fix whatever was 
broken between us. And sleep. | wanted to sleep off this alcohol. 

Before | even opened my eyes, | knew | was alone in the room. The other bed was vacant. Stone had woken up 
and left. Then | heard the clatter of pans downstairs. A few minutes later, the aroma of bacon frying made its 
way upstairs. 

| pulled on my jeans and went down to find Stone in the kitchen, cooking bacon and eggs. 

"Hey." 

He grunted. 

"Hungover?" 

"Little. You?" 

"Not bad." 

| found Tylenol in the medicine cabinet. You want?" 

"I think I'm okay for now." 


He poured coffee and set a mug down on the counter at my elbow. "I'm sorry | got mad last night” 


"IFs okay." | picked up the mug and examined it for a moment. "I mean it's not okay, but you don't have to 
apologize. | just wish you'd tell me what's going on" 


Stone turned back to the stove to turn the bacon. "Can we not talk about it? Maybe we can just be friends. 
How's that?" 


"Friends." 
"Yeah. Let's forget about before. It just didn't work out. But we should be friends." 
"Friends," | repeated. | watched Stone's shoulders tense. 


"Please, Jerry." 


Chapter Four 
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| wanted to understand him and that's what frustrated me the most. | just couldn't understand at all when he 
shut me out. 

Stone wanted to be friends with me. | could do that. That part would be easy. | did already consider us friends. 
But how do | ignore the part of me that wanted more? How do | just turn off the butterflies in my stomach 
or the way my body tingled when he was near? | wasn't in love with Stone. It wasn't that. Not at all. It was 
just attraction and sexual tension. That's all. 

"Fine. Friends. We'll be friends." | smiled. "We already are friends." 

He looked relieved when he handed me a plate of eggs and bacon. "Good" 

"Have you been outside?" | asked as | took my plate and mug to the couch. 

"Yeah. There's at least a foot of snow on the ground and it's still falling. Plows haven't been through yet" 
"Great. Still stuck here." 

"Afraid so." Stone came and sat beside me. "What'll we do today?" 

| could think of a few things. But | didn't say that. Friends don't say that to each other. Instead, | ate. | kept my 


attention on my plate while | remembered a night when Stone brought me home with him and we crept up to 


his attic. 


We were making out on a couch. He was breathless and his whole body thrummed with excitement. The image 
of him with parted lips, head thrown back and chest heaving is etched permanently in my mind. | remember 
going for his neck. As soon as | tried to bite him, he pushed me away. When | had to adjust my hard cock in 


my jeans, l'm not sure which one of us turned redder. Probably him. 


"could probably dig my car out and leave your van," Stone was saying. 


"What?" 


"When it stops, | mean" 
"Need the van for our gear.” 

"We can come back with more help to dig it out" 

"Doesn't matter. We're not going anywhere for a while” | put the plate down on the coffee table. "Stone ~" 
"| dont want to do this.” 

"| know. But „things are so .| don't understand” 


"I know." He put his plate down and just stared at it for a long time. He finally turned his head and looked at 


me. His expression was unreadable. "I don't think | can make you understand. I'm sorry." 

"Try!" | blurted out. "Just try! Itll be better than this." 

Stone sighed and rubbed his hands over his face. 

"Are you straight?" The word came out of my mouth like | was spitting out bad food. 

"No, | don't | don't think so." 

Softer, "Do you really think I'm repulsive?" 

"No. | guess not." 

"Please," | croaked out. | was suddenly hit with a wave of emotion and | hated it. Why was | getting so bent out 
of shape over him? It never bothered me before if someone didn't want me. There was always someone else 
who did. | stood up and headed straight to the bathroom. 

"Jerry," Stone called after me in a half-assed, listless tone. 

| leaned against the closed door and tried to slow my breathing and get these damn tears under control. What 
the fuck? Stone didn't want me. He just wanted to be friends. Who cares? What more was there to 
understand? What the fuck was wrong with me? Pushing off the door, | turned on the cold tap and splashed 
water over my face. 


There came a knock on the door. "Jerry? Jer? You okay?" 


"Ye-" my voice cracked. With more effort, | tried again. "Yeah. Fine." 


Just to stall, | spent a few minutes trying to get my shit together. | brushed my teeth, ran my fingers 
through my hair, and put on fresh deodorant. Screw it, | thought. | can be friends. No problem. When | opened 
the door, | was feeling better. Confident. Emotions in check In fact, | stuffed them deep down, buried. Never to 
see the light of day again. | was myself again For a split second, at least, because when | opened the door, 
Stone was still standing there. 

"You okay?" he asked again. 

| smiled. "Yep. Fine." 

"Okay." He shrugged slightly. "Okay, good." 


| need a beer." | brushed past him and went to the fridge. 


He stood there in the hallway, watching me uncap a beer and take a long drink. My eyes met his. There was a 


certain look in them. Pity, remorse. | don't know. 

Jerry ." 

"You got any weed left?" 

‘Jerry ." 

"Oh, | know. Where's that bottle of Jack?" 

"Jerry!" he finally shouted and took a step forward. 

"What?" | snapped at him. "im done, Stone. Don't worry about it. No big deal" 
"You dont." 


"| don't care. l'm gonna get drunk You should, too." | picked up the bottle of Jack Daniels and started for the 


couch. 


Stone took it and the bottle of beer out of my hands and put them down on the counter hard, making a loud 
plunk. 


"What the fuck?" 
He grabbed my face in both hands and kissed me. 


We both stared at each other in utter confusion. 


"The fuck was that?" | sounded angry. Well, with good reason, | supposed. 


Stone turned away, sliding his fingers through his hair. "I don't know!" He sounded angry, too. 


Chapter Five 


| barked at him, "Why did you do that?" 
"| don't know!" 


"What are you thinking?" | demanded. How could he kiss me after all of this? It didn't make any sense. | touched 
my lips with my fingers. They still tingled from his kiss. | pinched the bridge of my nose. 


"| don't know!" Stone nearly shouted. He threw his hands up and growled something under his breath as he 
turned away, back to the fridge. 


"Wait!" | grabbed his arm. 

"Let go.” 

"Talk to me!" 

"| don't know what to say." He pulled his arm free. 

"Then kiss me again 

"No. God, you're so fucking frustrating.” Stone left me standing there. He moved around me and started to 
clean up breakfast. He dropped the pans into the sink, pushing them around, making a lot of unnecessary noise. 


"Fuck!" he finally yelled as he braced both hands against the counter and then kicked the cabinet under the sink. 


| cringed when he shouted but my mouth wouldn't cooperate. "Why am | frustrating?" | took a step forward. 


This was progress and | supposed | wasn't going to let him push me away again. 

"You just are." He turned on the faucet and picked up the bottle of dish soap. 

Okay, he's gonna wash the pans. | gave him a little space, going to pick up our dishes from the coffee table. | 
didn't say anything when | brought them over, just quietly slipped them into the sink that he was filling with 
hot, soapy water. 

“There are dish towels in the drawer over there," Stone told me without looking at me. 

| had to guess which direction ‘over there’ meant. | found them in the third drawer | opened. 

So he washed and | dried and neither of us spoke. | kept my irritation with him in check, still hoping he'd come 


around and talk to me. After the last mug was dried and put away, | folded the towel over the handle on the 


oven. 


"Should probably bring in more firewood" 

He nodded. "Think I'm gonna go upstairs and read." 

"Hey, but .Stone?" | didn't want him to isolate himself and withdraw from me again 

‘lm sorry | yelled at you called you frustrating.’ 

"Are you sorry you kissed me?" 

He didn't answer me, but I'm sure | saw his lips twitch. Stone glanced at me while he climbed up the ladder. 

| waited until he reached the top before | turned and pulled on my boots and coat. Maybe that was the key to 
things with Stone, | thought while | brought in several armfuls of wood. Stone either shut down or pushed back 
with | tried to push him. When | flirted and | threw myself at him, when | wanted us to get closer, Stone 
retreated and pushed me away and downright lied to get me to back off. | still didn't understand why but at 
least | was learning to recognize his behavior and give him a chance to come to me. So | took my time building 


up the fire. Literally and hopefully, figuratively. | made us a couple Jack and Cokes and took them upstairs. 


| found him stretched out on his bed. He was into his book but | noticed his thermal shirt bunched up on his 
stomach and the button on his jeans undone. What the fuck was he trying to do to me? 


"Fire's good for a while. Thought you might want a drink’ 

Stone put the book down on his chest and sat up a little. "Thanks" 

| handed him a glass and then sat down on my bed 

"Hey, um, listen. | know I've been acting like a total asshole. lm sorry.” 

Play it cool, Cantrell. | smiled. "s okay," | murmured. "This is a really fucked-up situation" 
He nodded. "Still snowing?" 

"Yeah" 

"Not gonna run out of firewood, are we?" 

"If we do, we can burn some of Cornell's furniture." 


He laughed softly. "It'd serve him right for making us .." he trailed off and took a long drink 


"Making us spend the whole weekend trapped together." | finished his thought. 

| wasn't going to say that." 

"Of course you were." 

He sighed. "Jerry ..” 

"No, it's fine. | don't mean anything by it. H's just what else would you say? It sucks that we're stuck here all 
weekend. But I'm not sorry l'm stuck with you. | was. But I'm not now. I'm glad its you." Might as well lay it all 
out there, | thought. Well, almost all. | watched him closely, waiting to see how he'd react. Would he push me 


away again? Lie to me? 


His cheeks turned red and his lip twitched. He stared into his glass for a long time. Then he finally looked at me 


and said, "| never know if you're full of shit or not" 

"You think I'm full of shit?" | was surprised and equal parts hurt and amused. 

"| don't know. | mean, sometimes, | think | know. Like downstairs. I've never seen you like that. In tears." 
"Okay" | shifted and tried to get him to stop. 

"You wanted to talk, right? Tell me why you were crying. And don't bullshit me." 


| took a long drink and lowered the glass. Now, | was staring into my drink. "I just felt „overwhelmed. | was 


frustrated with you.” 
He nodded. "| could see that. But is that a reason to cry?" 


|..." Damn him. | lost my voice. Its not the reason | shed tears but | couldn't bring myself to tell Stone that. 
"Why did you kiss me?" 


"| was overwhelmed." 


"But is that a reason to kiss someone?" 


Chapter Six 


In a bold move, | stood up and crossed the room. | sat down next to Stone on his bed. After | finished my Jack 


and Coke, | set the glass down on the floor. "It's okay to say you're attracted to me. That you like me. | like 
you." 


He smiled and shook his head. "You're insane." 
"Don't you?" 
"Nol" 


"Then why did you kiss me?" | moved a little closer. "Why did you bring me home those couple times? Why did 


you look so absolutely beautiful when you were close to -" 

"Jerry!" 

| was going to say coming. | remember that night and how blissed out he was, how he shuddered and sighed 
with his head thrown back and his eyes closed. He was so ready to fall over the edge. To let our passion 
totally wash over him. But he stopped us. Just before | was going to fall, too. "l'm serious." 

"I know you are. | just don't know what to say." 

"Say what you think. Tell me how you feel." 

‘It's not that easy." 


"Try. Try, Stone. Please," | begged him again. 


He turned toward me and put his hand on mine. Stone held my gaze. After a moment, he leaned into me and 


gave me a quick, soft kiss. "Why don't we go see what the snow looks like?" 


"Wait" | caught his hand when he started to pull away. | kissed him, lingering against his lips for a moment 
before pulling back. "Okay." 


Stone blushed again. He grinned as he stood up. "You're .." 
"What?" | stood as well. "And don't say annoying or frustrating.” 
| was going to say sweet" 


"Liar." 


| followed Stone downstairs. Okay, | still haven't gotten any explanations from Stone. Not in so many words, 
anyway. But he didn't bring up my tears to be cruel. | think he genuinely cared and wanted to know what had 
triggered them. And he kissed me again. Thats twice now. He says he was going to call me sweet, not annoying 
or frustrating. | only partially believed that. But that's okay. | was getting better at reading Stone and | knew he 
was trying. | could see that he was slowly letting me in. | could be patient. Probably. No. No, | could 


Outside, it was still snowing. His car and my van were absolutely buried under more than a foot of snow. | 


trudged my way out to the road and looked up one way and down the other. 

"There's no sign of anyone. 

Stone followed in the deep footprints | had made. "Yeah, this really sucks. What are we gonna do?" 
"There's a transistor radio inside. We could try to find a weather report! 

"How does that help, though?" 

| shrugged and pulled my beanie down "At least we'll know when it's supposed to stop." 

"Want to take a walk? Maybe we'll run into the plow truck or someone else" 

"Okay" 

We walked slowly through the deep snow. It was really kind of beautiful. The road was a smooth, white blanket 
flarked by green pines covered in snow. There was an eery, peaceful silence that surrounded us. At that 
particular moment, there was nowhere else | wanted to be. And no one else | wanted to be with. 

"Hey, Sto-" | turned to look at him as | called his name and was hit in the side of the face by a snowball 


Stone whooped in surprise and then started to laugh. 


"You son of a bitch." | couldn't help laughing, either. "Better run," | threatened as | bent over to gather snow. | 
was hit again. This time, in the back. "Hey!" | straightened and threw my snowball at him. 


He laughed and ducked. The snowball zinged past his right shoulder. | was already packing and shaping another. 


We threw a few back and forth until Stone ran to for cover alongside his car. | hurried to duck in on the 


other side of it. 
"Truce," | yelled as | slowly shaped another large snowball and crept toward the front of the car. 


"Fuck of fl" Stone replied with a giggle. 


| crouched down and crept slowly across the car's front, peeking around the corner. Stone was crouched down, 


slowly leaning around the back bumper. | jumped out and yelled, "Ha!" 


He popped up and threw the snowball in his hand, but it sailed wide, missing me by a mile. | charged him, 
throwing the snowball only to distract him, and then | tackled him into the deep snow. 


"Jerry!" he screamed as he threw his arms around me. We were both laughing as | pinned him down, 


"You're so .." | murmured before | kissed him. | pushed my tongue past his parted lips and lapped against his, 


moaning desperately as he returned my kiss. 


Stone rolled his hips and | felt it. Even trapped in his jeans, even under his coat, | felt his arousal. | thrust 
against him in return. He gasped, breaking the kiss with a little noise of his own that | interpreted as need. 


"l'm so what?" 
"Fucking hot," | confessed with a whimper. 


"Right now, I'm fucking cold. Let's go inside." He smiled. His face was red but that was probably from the cold. 
Or maybe both the cold and the fact that he was so turned on. | could hope. 


Carefully, | moved off of him and stood up, reaching down to help him up. Stone took my hand but threw snow 
at me as he stood. 


"Fucker," | muttered. 


Inside, | took my boots and coat off, then started to take off my flannel shirt, t-shirt, and jeans. Stone was 


slow to do the same, but his jeans were too wet and cold to keep on 

"You did that on purpose." 

"Me? Try to get you out of your clothes? Unheard of" 

He was down to his shorts. | was down to my shorts. Until | pushed them off. 
"Want to take a hot shower?" 

"With you?" There was a glint in his eye. 

| smirked and nodded. 


"Yeah. Why not?" Stone stripped off his shorts and walked, bare-assed, away from me. 


‘Oh, my goa." 
He glanced at me over his shoulder, wearing a wicked grin. "Are you coming?" 


"Almost." 


Chapter Seven 


He was naked. He was laughing and smiling and naked. And | was afraid to breathe. | was afraid that if | made 
one wrong move, the spell would be broken. Stone's brain would kick in and he'd realize what he was doing. | tip- 
toed slowly after him to the bathroom, where he turned on the faucet in the tub. 

"What's wrong? Isn't this what you wanted?" 

| stayed in the doorway. "Well, yeah, but -" 

"But what? Get in here." 

"Okay." | took one step in 

"Why are you being weird?" He wrapped his arms around himself. 

"I'm not. | guess | just .want you to be sure." 

His arms shifted, crossing over his chest. "You're afraid I'll change my mind" 


Here it comes. He's going to come to his senses in 3-2- .. 


I'm not" Stone smiled. "I won't change my mind if you just let me .." His arms uncrossed and he held one hand 


out, palm up. "Let me take my time." 

| took another step toward him. "You want to call the shots?" 

"Yeah. | want to call the shots." 

"Control freak" | took his outstretched hand and pulled him into my arms. 
"Shut-up." He kissed me. Again. 

| pulled back after just a moment. "Okay. You can call the shots on one condition” 
"What?" 

"Don't push me away again if you get freaked out. Talk to me, okay?" 


Stone stared at me. | knew he was up in his head again by the scrutinizing look in his eye. | had to trust that 


he'd come back to me. 


"Okay. That's fair." He turned the shower on and stepped into the tub, hissing when the water hit his back. "Get 


in here." 

"Looks hot" | glanced up at the steam rising to the ceiling. 

"It is hot!" 

"Oh, | meant you." | grinned as | stepped into the tub and pulled the curtain closed. 


Stone rolled his eyes but reached out for me with both hands. | let him pull me close. It felt nice that, for 


once, he was wrapping his arms around me. "This is complicated. You're complicated" 

"| am?" 

"Yes," he replied as he turned me around. 

| felt his hands sweeping over my shoulder blades. "Why?" 

"Because you're more than the drunk, horny idiot | used to think you were." 

"Not much more than that." 

"No, you are. You just don't want people to know that.” 

"Depends on the person, | guess." 

"Why did it take you so long to let me know?" 

That was a loaded question. Instead of answering, | just shrugged. 

"Jerry, talk to me." 

How dare he use my condition against me. | felt a bar of soap his hand move slowly down my back. | let my 
head fall forward and rounded my shoulders. It wasn't that | didn't want to talk to him. | did, otherwise why 
would | care so much that he wasn't talking to me about what was going on with him? | wanted to empty my 
burdened soul. But | didn't. | guess | was as afraid of him as he was of me. With a pasted-on smile, | turned 
around and took the soap from his hand. "Let me do you now." 

Stone turned his head, giving me a sideways look. "| hope you mean to wash me." 


"Maybe." 


We had to shuffle around each other, pressed together, to switch spots in the tub. | was doing my best to not 


even think what was going on below, but when his cock touched me, | felt an electric shock zip up my spine. | 


let out an involuntary gasp and Stone froze. 

"Sorry," he mumbled. 

"Don't be. | liked it. You can do it again" 

Jerry’ 

"You're the one that invited me to shower with you." 

"You said you'd let me call the shots." 

Fine, but that doesn't mean | want to answer all your questions." Oh, shit. 


We stared at each other for a second. The water from the shower was beating down on my shoulders but | 


ignored it, holding my breath and waiting for him to snap the curtain open and leave me there. 
"Turn around," | tried to move on, distract him, pretend | didn't just say that. 


It took him a minute, obviously deciding whether to let this go on or leave me there. But Stone turned, giving 
me his back. 


| moved his wet hair over his shoulder and then leaned to the side, letting the warm spray hit his back. He 
flinched and his shoulders tensed. 


"Try to relax," | told him as | rubbed his back with the soap. 

"Hts hard to relax around you 

"Why?" 

"You make me nervous” 

| grinned and opened my mouth to shoot back something crude. 

Stone turned his head to the side, not quite looking at me. "And not in a good way." 


My instincts told me to move back, give him space, but | moved closer, holding the soap in one hand as | placed 
them both on his upper arms. 


"Jerry, you promised” 


"Tell me why it's not in a good way." 

He sighed and tilted his head, allowing me to kiss his neck. "You'll hurt me." 

"ll never hurt you," | whispered in his ear as | nipped at the lobe. 

"Yes, you will. You do." 

"How?" 

"You make me afraid” 

| licked his wet skin up under his jaw. "Afraid of falling for me?" 

"Yog" 

"Me, too." 

"Fuck," he groaned and | felt his arm move as if he was reaching across his body. 


| brought one hand around to his chest. | was close to saying the thing | didn't want to say. | knew it, but | was 
getting drunk on him. On his taste, on his nearness, on his truth. 


"You're afraid that I'll fall for you, too?" 

"No" Here goes nothing. "Afraid that I'll fall for you. Afraid | already have." 

Stone quickly turned around. He stared at me. He looked so surprised, so utterly gobsmacked by my confession 
He took my face in both of his hands and pulled me into a kiss. | wrapped my arms around him and pulled him 
tight against my body. | realized I'd been trying to ignore it, trying to convince myself | didn't need him this 
bad. | only wanted to have fun with him. But that was a lie and it took this, this kiss, this heat, to finally let 
my passion and need for him break the surface. 


"Need you." 


"| want you." 


Chapter Eight 


| pinned him against the tiles and mashed my lips against his, sending my tongue down his throat. At that 
moment, nothing else mattered. Stone wanted me. He really, finally wanted me. My head was spinning. | was 
barely conscious of his hands on my back, nails digging in, because he was kissing me just as desperately as | 
kissed him. As if we both feared the other would come to his senses. Stone drank me in as | devoured him. My 
Stone. Mine. As much as | was his. As much as | wanted to be his, anyway. His hands were now on my ass, 


squeezing and pulling me closer. 

"Fuck me." He nipped at my lips. 

"Oh, god." 

His cock slid against mine. | moved closer, dipping down and sliding back up. 
"Jerry," Stone sighed and tilted his head back 


His neck. | attacked him while | moved against him. | bit down hard where his neck met his shoulder. "You feel 


so good," | rasped in his ear before | bit again. | was determined to claim him. Mine. 

He hissed and clutched my ass tighter. | rocked against him. The hot water made our skin slick. Stone cried out 
in pain when | bit him again and then he pushed me back. There was something swimming in his eyes. Fuck. | 
went too far. 

"Stoney, | please." 

"We should go upstairs." 

"Oh. Oh, yeah. Okay." | reached for the knob and turned the shower off. 

Stone's fingers touched my chin. | looked at him as | smoothed back my wet hair. 

"l'm not going to change my mind, Jer, now that | know who you are. Now that | understand you." 


As | pushed the shower curtain open, "You understand me?" 


"I think | do. If I'd only taken the time to look at you, | mean really look into your eyes, | would have understood 


a lot sooner." 


| didn't like the sound of that but don't ask me to explain why. It just sounded like he thought he had unearthed 
some secret treasure. Found Jimmy Hoffa or something. | could feel my defense mechanisms just itching to 
snap back into place. "Now you tell me," | muttered as | stepped out of the tub. 


"What does that mean?" Stone used my shoulder to hold onto as he climbed out. 
"Nothing," | replied as | wrapped a towel around my waist. 


"You asked me to talk to you. I'm talking. I'm thinking out loud about how | should have done things differently. 
This is what you said you wanted" 


"| know." 

"So what's the problem, Jerry?" 

"You think l'm like, deep or something. Like there's a lot to unpack here." 

‘Isn't there?" 

"No." 

"| think there is." He smiled and reached for me. 

| moved away. 

erry! 

‘lm sorry. This is just .." | took a quick glance at him. 

He was wrapping a towel around himself, watching me with a small smile on his lips. 

"You're making me think too much." 

"Ah. Does it hurt?" He grinned wider. 

"Shut-up. That's not what | mean" 

| know. It's frightening, isn't it?" Stone slid his arm around my shoulders and kissed my head. "Let's go upstairs. 
You won't have to think too much up there. Except maybe about baseball or Barbara Bush or whatever keeps 
you from coming too soon" 

He did understand me. Letting me off the hook here proved it. Damn him. 

‘Its not Barbara Bush." 


"That's not what | wanted to hear." 


"Nancy Reagan Just say no." 

Stone laughed. "Say no to orgasms?" 

"No! To premature ejaculation Orgasms are good. Much better when they're not too early." 

"You have a point." 

He started up the ladder in front of me. | watched his long legs, ducking my head to look up his towel. This 
could work. He touched a nerve, | retreated, he understood and didn't retreat, himself. | think | was beginning to 
understand a few things, too. 

"Hey, Stone?" 

He turned around when he stepped up, into the loft. "Yeah?" 

| think | understand, too." 


"Good" He smiled and dropped his towel down to me. "Get up here." 


His bed was empty. | looked over at mine. Stone was stretched out, legs spread, one hand on his dick, the other 


arm folded under his head. Who was this new person? What did he do with grumpy, frigid Stoney? 


"Look at you." | smiled to hide my confusion | mean, | liked this new person. He was calm and confident and fun 


But brooding Stone was familiar. 

‘| assume you brought .." he paused and there it was. The blush. 

"Lube?" Because | thought | might get laid while on a ski trip with Correll, Ed, Jeff, and Sean?" 
| mean, don't you always pack it, anyway?" 

"Do you?" 

Stone rolled his eyes. "I know you have it. Stop busting my balls.” 

| gave him a look as | picked up my bag and took out a half-full bottle of Astroglide. 

"| knew it!" 


"Shut-up." | tossed the bottle on the bed next to him. 


He picked it up and popped the cap, squeezing some into his hand. 
| dropped my towel and stood there, watching him stroke his dick. "How am | supposed to suck it now?" 
The look on his face was priceless. His mouth dropped and his eyes widened. His hand stopped moving. 


"Didn't think of that, did you?" 


Chapter Nine 


"You gonna stand there all day or what?" 
| had to grin. That's my Stoney. That's the guy | knew. | crawled onto the bed, knocking his hand away from his 
cock. | stroked it while | kissed his flat stomach, letting my tongue lightly tickle the faint trail of hair below his 


navel. 


His hands were on my head and he made the hottest noises. All sighs and moans. And then he said, "Yes, Jer. 
Please." 


| swear | busted something trying to contain my excitement. Honestly, if he kept that up, | would have ended 
up coming against his leg. As it was, | moved to straddle his thigh and rubbed my dick against it. | felt Stone 


shift underneath me and bring his knee up. He was giving something to rub harder on. 


| had to have him in my mouth. Goddamn the lube. | used my t-shirt to wipe most of it off, grinning as | 
teased him with it, stroking up and down with my closed fist around the t-shirt around his dick. 


"I thought you were just giving me shit," Stone said as he arranged the pillows behind him to sit up more. 
"Fuck, no. I've wanted to give you head for fucking ever. Gonna make your toes curl." 

"Think you're good at it or something?" 

"Best blowjob you'll ever get" 

"Why don't you get down there and put your ..mouth where your mouth is?" He smirked. 

God, | loved this man. | mean wow, he's so fucking hot. | leaned into him and gave him a slow kiss, pushing my 
tongue into his mouth and sucking softly on his bottom lip. | felt his hands lie flat against my chest and then 
slide down to my hips. 

"Come on," he murmured. "Get down there and give me the best head | ever had." 

Now, | might have tased him a little. | moved slowly down his body, licking and kissing every inch of skin, bit by 
sexy bit. There was a method to which | subscribed: work slow, work wet. My tongue swiped over the tip while 
| held the shaft in one hand. The other hand slid under his ass to hold one cheek. You could say it was there to 
help Stone think about where else my mouth could bring him pleasure. Once he was slick and wet with my spit, 
| closed my lips around him and slid them halfway down. While | pulled back, | sucked lightly at first. As | moved 


a little faster and took more his cock into my open throat, | sucked harder. 


"Jesus, fuck, Jerry.” 


| inched my fingertips closer to his crack and very gently pulled back. 

Stone shifted a little to help me out. He probably didn't even realize he was doing it. Thats my boy. 

| sucked faster, moaning around his gorgeous cock, feeling his body open for me, listening to him get louder as 
the intensity of his abandon grew and mounted until he couldn't hold on anymore. Stone bucked his hips and 
pumped a load of come into my mouth. 

"Holy shit, that was amazing," he said between heaving breaths. 

| watched his chest rise and fall as | swallowed and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. | felt a little 
regretful that | let him come so soon. | was nervous he wouldn't want to go any further. "Best head you ever 
had?" | frowned at the neediness | heard in my voice. 


‘Only head | ever had" | caught the vulnerability there, in his own voice. 


| watched him and waited. | guess | really was learning how to read Stone. | was learning how to just be with 
him. 


He sat up, using one hand behind himself to push up while the other hand reached for me. He slid his fingers 
through my hair and kept his hand at the back of my head, using it to pull me closer. Stone kissed me, 
immediately pushing his tongue into my mouth. It licked my tongue, he was tasting himself and the way he 
moaned got me harder. 

"So, you gonna do it?" he asked when he let me go. 

"Do what?" 

"You know what." 

"| don't. Tell me." | smirked. 

Stone pushed at my chest. "Stop it" 

| stole a kiss. "| want to hear you say it” 

He rolled his eyes. "Fine. Are you gonna fuck me?" 


"Do you want me to fuck you?" 


"Forget it" Stone tried to roll to the side, away from me. 


| caught his wrist and pulled him back. "Please say you want me to. | think | really need to know that." More 
honesty points for me, | hoped. 


Stone stared at me. "You really need to know?" 


| nodded. 


He smiled. "I want you, Jerry, to be .." he paused and dropped his gaze. His hand touched my shoulder, moving 


to my neck where his fingers touched my necklaces. "my first" 


| could feel him tensing up when | turned him over. "Try to relax, baby, and breathe," | told him as | pushed a 


pillow under his hips. It will hurt a lot less if you can relax." 

"Just nervous." 

"I know. | am, too. We'll go as slow as you need to. I'm gonna gonna help you get ready first" 

His big, worried eyes peered at me over his shoulder. 

| rubbed his back and gave him a smile. "I'll stop if you need me to. Just say so." 

He gave a little nod. 

Keeping my eyes fixed on his, | lowered my head and kissed his ass cheek. | gave him slow, soft kisses over 
both cheeks and across the small of his back. My index finger slipped between his cheeks and lightly teased his 


hole. When he closed his eyes and let out a sigh, | felt his body open to my touch. "That's it, Stoney. Good" 


| licked his hole while | held his cock in one hand. He was hard again like | expected he'd be. He rocked his hips, 
pumping his cock into my fist and then pushing back on my tongue. 


"You want more?" | asked. 
‘Oh, fuck, yes." 


| gave him a lubed finger to rock back on. The first time he came back on it, letting it breach his opening, he 
gave a soft cry. 


"Shh. Hold still for a minute. Get used to it." 
"Fuck," he groaned. 


"I know. Don't tense up. Try to stay relaxed 


Stone began to move again. God, he was fucking amazing. He was so tight. Just the way he felt around my 
finger was enough to make my cock dribble with anticipation, the way a dog drools when it begs for food. 


"Baby," | moaned. "Need to be inside you." 
"Yes, do it" He was breathless. His eyes were closed and the look on his face was pure bliss. 


| kept a hand on his back as | pressed the head of my cock against his hole, slowly pushing in. | could tell he 
was tense again. | couldn't open him up. He had locked me out. So | pulled back a little. 


"What? Why'd you stop? Jerry?" Stone wore a wild, intense expression when he turned to look at me. 
"You're tense. Try to relax. We should spend more time getting ready: 

"lam ready" 

| smiled as | moved to lie down beside him. "Its okay. We're not going anywhere, right? Come here. Kiss me" 
"Jerry, | want ~" 

"| do, too. We will. But Im not going to hurt you by forcing it" 

"IIl only hurt for a few minutes. You even said that! 


"I said it will hurt a lot less if you can relax. And when we're both ready, it won't hurt at all. Now, | said come 
here and kiss me." 


To my surprise, he relented. Stone pulled the pillow out from underneath himself as he settled on his side, 
snuggling into me. He kissed my chest and mumbled, "You better not be lying." 


Chapter Ten 


Stone was curled up against me. One leg was thrown over my thigh, his knee dangerously close to my balls. His 
arm was draped across my chest. | don't think he was asleep, but his eyes were closed and his perfect, sweet 
lips wore a lazy smile. 

"Babe," | whispered. 

"Hm?" 

"Got an idea" 

"No strip poker. We're already naked." 

"No. Let's smoke. Itll help you relax. Then maybe .." 

Stone lifted his head. He grinned and gave me a kiss. "You're a genius." 

"I know. Took you long enough." 

He got up and took the bag of weed and his pipe from his jeans pockets and came back to bed. There was 
something insanely hot about him sitting with his legs crossed, naked, and packing a bowl. Stone lit it and took a 


hit. He closed his eyes and held the smoke in for a moment. 


| reached over and touched his chest, letting my fingers slide across his smooth, warm skin and the patch of 
soft hair. "You are so fucking beautiful," | whispered before | kissed his neck. 


He let the smoke trickle from his parted lips, purring as | kissed him. "I think it's working.” 
My hand slowly moved down to his stomach while my lips closed around his earlobe. 
"God, you make me feel ..” 


"What?" | breathed. | needed to hear this. Whatever he was about to say, and | was pretty sure | was going to 
like it, | needed to hear it from him. 


"So fucking good," he moaned as he leaned back, uncurling his legs as he brought the pipe to his lips again 


"You make me feel good, too. Turn me on so fucking much." My hand found his cock and slowly stroked, 


caressing it at first and then closing a loose fist around it and pumping up and down. 


"Jer," he sighed. "It's working." 


"Good" 

"Want you." 

"Want me to take you? Want my cock?" 

"Fuck, yes." 

| moved between his legs and spread them wider. With the lube, | toyed with his hole again, teasing him with 
my slick middle finger. Stone took another hit on the pipe before he put it down. He slid down on the bed a bit 
and brought his knees up. 

"Good, baby. Relax and let me take you to the stars." 


He closed his eyes and moaned softly. 


| slipped the tip of my finger inside of him, making sure to watch his face, which remained soft and blissful. 


Two fingers, and Stone moaned louder. 

"How's that?" 

"So good. Fuck me." 

"I'm gonna. Let me just do this some more. You look so fucking hot 

Why didn't | just want to throw his legs over my shoulders and plunge my dick into his hot ass? Because this 
was Stone. This was the one that meant everything to me. He wasn't just a means of getting off. He wasn't 
just another body to conquer. This was my Stoney. 

| leaned over him and kissed his parted lips, gently sucking on his bottom lip. 

His whine sounded a little impatient. He took a handful of my hair and hissed at me, "Give it to me." 

| want to make love to you." 

We both stared at each other. 

"You want to make love? Like „all .?" 


No use fighting it now. "Like all tender and soft." 


"Do you „love? me? Jerry?" Stone's expression slowly changed. His brow knotted and his eyes lost that 


relaxed, far away look 

| ignored the change in expression and gave him a sheepish grin. "No," | whispered. 

"Think | need another hit" Stone reached for the pipe. 

| reached for the bottle of lube. 

We made love just once that night. Stone insisted that we just fucked the other two times. 


"| don't know what you have against making love," | complained as he crawled into my arms after a warm 


shower. | kissed his damp hair and ran my fingertips up and down his back, making him shiver. 

"| just don't know if I'm ready to admit it," he yawned. 

"Admit what?" 

"That l'm in love with you." 

"Okay." | grinned. "Don't admit that you're in love with me until you're ready. I'll be patient" 

Stone pushed his face into my neck and he murmured, "I know you will. You're good" 

| don't know if it was what he said or the way his breath tickled my skin but | melted. | turned on my side and 


bundled him up in my arms. | didn't particularly care if we never left that cabin again. All that | needed was 
right there, in my arms. 


